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The Flag 
—Mike Poeckes 
Industrial Engineering, Sr. 
1 P \ A V E SAT cross-legged on the ground beside his motor-
- " -^ cycle trying to adjust the chain. Almost got it, he 
thought. 
A voice boomed over the P.A. system, "Next heat of 250's 
be on the line in five minutes." 
Five minutes! Dave sprang to life. God, Til never be 
ready to go! Fie furiously attacked the chain adjuster with 
a wrench and it slipped off the nut in the process, skinning 
the knuckles of his left hand. Ouch! Slow down now, c'mon, 
plenty of time, just stay cool. 
It was pretty hard to stay cool, though, with the heat 
starting in five minutes and that feeling building in his 
stomach. The feeling started early in the morning, just after 
he woke up, kind of a nervous, knotty ball of acid that 
jumped around inside of him. He didn't eat breakfast, 
never could on race days, on account of it. 
The sun beat down furiously on Dave, burning through 
his blue chambrey shirt to his narrow shoulders underneath. 
He straightened up from the bike. T h e temperature was at 
least ninety, a typical Sunday afternoon in Iowa, hot and 
humid. There was probably a state law against holding 
scrambles on a nice cool day, Dave thought. He remembered 
waking up this morning and looking out his bedroom win-
dow at the sky, almost hoping it would rain. Tha t would be 
a good excuse not to . . . but no, he loved the racing, it was 
just pre-race tension starting to build. 
What's next, he thought? T h e air filter, he hadn't soaked 
it in oil yet. He quickly removed the foam element with a 
screwdriver. Reaching in the back of his truck for the yel-
low Penzoil can, he discovered it was empty. Oh, no! He 
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rushed around his truck, through the pasture grass and silty 
dust, and over to the next pit area. 
"Hey, man, can I borrow a little oil for my Filtron?" he 
asked a rider who was working on his bike, a bright yellow 
Maico. 
"Yeh, go ahead, it's in that can over there beside my 
trailer." 
Dave scrambled for the can and hastily poured some of 
the syrupy liquid over his filter. He squeezed out the excess 
oil and set the can back. "Thanks, man. If you ever need a 
favor . . . " 
"That 's all right. You in the next heat?" 
"Yen." 
"Better hustle, you haven't got much time." 
"Yeh, I know." Dave was already running back to his 
bike. 
His hands were beginning to shake as he reinstalled the 
filter. He made a last minute check on the bike, squeezing 
tires, feeling the spokes, checking critical nuts and bolts for 
tightness. It took less than thirty seconds, but it was 
thorough. Continual practice made it easy. Dave pulled the 
kickstarter out with his hand and put his right foot on it. 
Grabbing hold of the handlebars, he kicked the starter down 
hard. Nothing. He tried again, still nothing. Furiously he 
jabbed at the starter again and again, but to no avail. His 
face was soaked with sweat and his palms were moist and 
slippery. The knuckles of his left hand throbbed. He jerked 
the bike off its stand and pulled it backwards, out of his pit. 
He flipped the shifter into third gear and squeezed the clutch 
lever. He began to run with the bike, into the open area be-
hind. When he thought he was going fast enough, he released 
the clutch, engaging the engine, and ran beside the bike. T h e 
engine coughed over and over. 
"Two minutes till the next heat. Bikes 15, 12X, 39, 23, 
4, IX and 79 line up. Let's get going, you guys. You know 
who you are." T h e voice chased him down the path. It 
spurred him on a little faster, his heart pumping in time 
with the coughing engine. 
Suddenly it caught—250 c.c.'s of Spanish racing engine 
sprang to life, screaming and splitting the air with a sharp 
crackling sound. Dave hopped on, downshifted, and wheeled 
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the bike around. He alternated pulling the clutch and flip-
ping the throttle to warm the engine up. T h e bike leaped 
and bucked back towards the pits, raising a light cloud of 
dust behind. 
Dave pulled back into his pit and rolled the bike over 
beside his truck. Hastily leaning it against the truck, he 
gathered up his helmet and kidney belt. He pulled the 
scratched white helmet over his head but had a little trouble 
tightening it up, his fingers were shaking so bad. He strapped 
the kidney belt around his midsection. It squeezed his 
stomach in tight, straining against his muscles and the hard 
knot inside his gut. T h e knot was jumping up and down; he 
could feel it in his throat now. He pulled his old leather 
gloves over his skinned knuckles and hurriedly jerked the 
bike back from his truck. Again trying to start it, his foot 
slipped and he banged his shin against the bike. Letting out 
a quick "damn" and gritting his teeth, he frantically tried 
again. This time the engine crackled to life. He jumped 
on the bike, slammed it into first, and headed for the starting 
line. He gunned down the road, through the kids wheeling 
their minibikes, around the sunburned farmers and their 
heavy-legged wives, past the serious-faced chicks, racer's wives 
or girl friends. He swore impatiently at them all, especially 
the farmers. Always in the way, Dave thought. 
He wheeled up to the line and squeezed in between two 
Bultacos, similar to his own. Both of them were veteran 
campaigners, the scratched red paint and worn knobby tires 
attested to that. Dave glanced around. This was an impor-
tant part of the race, a time to try to psyche out the oppon-
ents, if possible. It wasn't so easy, with your hands shaking 
so bad you could barely hold in the clutch, or your knees 
knocking against the gas tank, Dave thought. T h e hard knot 
inside him was gone, instead it felt like someone was twist-
ing a dry towel around and around all the way from his 
stomach to his mouth. He wished he had some gum, or had 
taken a drink of water, but there wasn't time for that. T h e 
two veterans beside him were calmly looking ahead. A kid 
down the line was trying to put on his helmet and dropped 
it to the ground. He wasn't going to psyche anyone out like 
that. Dave felt small consolation knowing someone else 
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was as uptight as he was. Just the same, he was glad he put 
his helmet on back in the pits. 
The starter was already in position. He began to motion 
to the riders, one at a time. Dave nodded that he was ready 
as the starter pointed to him. The noise was deafening. 
Here goes, Dave thought. His right hand held the throt-
tle down hard, and his shaking left hand was already easing 
the clutch out. His legs were cocked and ready, every nerve 
fiber stretched tight. 
His breath came in short gasps. He was one with his 
bike, a shaking, screaming hand grenade, ready to explode. 
"C'mon, dammit, drop the flag." 
The Bug 
—Alan L. Anderson 
English, Sr. 
AS I LAY ON MY STOMACH IN THE GRASS 
I SAW AN INSECT CLIMBING A LEAF. 
WERE I A ZOOLOGIST, I SHOULD TRY TO FIGURE 
OUT 
WHAT KIND OF BUG THE INSECT IS; 
OR IF I WERE A BOTANIST, I WOULD EXAMINE 
THE LEAF; 
IF I WERE AN ENGINEER, I WOULD MARVEL 
AT THE STRUCTURE OF THE TINY WINGS; 
AND IF I WERE A PHILOSOPHER OR POET, 
I WOULD PONDER THE SECRETS OF LIFE 
AS EXPERIENCED BY THIS LITTLE BUG. 
BUT I AM AN EXISTENTIALIST, 
SO I SQUISHED IT 
